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SARATOGA. 

La Journde. 

IN OW Time, always quite wide awake, 
Twice five from all the steeples spake. 
Dan Phoebus long had waked the morn, 
And 'round the earth began to turn. 
His lusty beams, now far on high, 
Shone splendid in cerulean sky. 
Long since, they M started lark and thrush 
And blackbird from the elder-bush 
Long since had routed Lazy Joe, 
And sent him in the fields to mow ; 
Long since had woken me and you, 
And from the earth had drunk the dew ; 
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As bridegroom, from his deary's lips, 
At morn, sweet scented moisture sips. 
Long since, the merry, twittering jay 
Had piped his morning roundelay ; 
And now seeks out some shady grove, 
To nestle with his feathered love. 
All milked, has Susan sent her cows 
Upon the sunny hills to browse ; 
And now, on household cares intent, 
Grieves that one half the day is spent. 
The farmers once have had their full, 
And in the fields the harvest cull, 
Where some begin to grunt and pine, 
And think it almost time to dine ! 
— When Moda, in a dull surprise, 
With lengthened yawn, unglues her eyes ; 
Stares round the room, and wonders where \ 
And who she is ? — and how came there ? — 
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Her watering brain now paying tax 

For last night's gay symposiacs, 

Struggling with vapors of champagne 

To set itself to rights again. 

Then Betty calls, in dying tone, 

And heaves a sigh, almost a groan ; 

Asks, " What '* o'clock f — cure people vp ? 

44 Why will those creature^ always svp ? — 

44 This head wiU split with racking pain — 

44 I vow Ttt nier drink wine again. 

44 Pray, stupid, putt that cwrtain down — 

44 You know I always hate the swn ! " 

Ere nimble Betty can comply, 

Or to her mistress make reply, 

Old Morpheus, eager to retain, 

Subjects her to his rule again ; 

Till, peering through the window cracks, 

Again Dan Phceb the nymph attacks; 
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Jealous that Morpheus, in his arms, 
So long should hold her maideft charms. 
A nimble ray obedient goes, 
And perches on her sounding nose ; 
Another, more audacious, tips 
The ruby of her opened lips ; 
While other two instcmter fly, 
And plant themselves on either eye. 
With so much ardent vigor wooed, 
The helpless nymph is soon subdued ; 
Awakening now, she fails to nod, 
And, conscious, owns th' invading god. 

Now Betty, with attentive care, 
Arranges all within her sphere ; 
Disposing, in a bright array, 
The potent armor of the day. 
Laces, muslins, ribbands, dresses, 
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Gloves, crinoline and pufls and tresses, 
Bijoutrie, odors, pigments, greases, 
To suit all humors and caprices ; 
And many other knicks and knacks 
To remedy what beauty lacks ; 
Productions of all times and places, 
Great adjuncts to the natural graces ! 
To all her tasteful skill applies, 
Then helps the languid nymph to rise. 

The Muse, though curious, yet discreet, 
Now from the presence must retreat ; 
And leave the nymph, with tasteful Bet, 
Deep in the mysteries of toilette: 
Too wise and gallant to disclose 
Such awful mysteries as those ! 
Dreading to meet Action's fate — 
A pair of horns upon the pate ; 
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Or Pentheus', whom his Ma and Aunties, 
Leading a horde of old Bacchantes, 
To pieces pulled, when, through the chinks, 
He spied them at high Bacchus "jinks " ; 
Or be, like u Peeping Tom," unwise, 
Who, for his peeping, lost his eyes ! 
Suffice to say, at length, the maid, 
In all the highest mode arrayed, 
Majestic " teeters " down the stairs, 
And to the breakfast room repairs. 

Her friends, long since, have eat and gone, 
So Miss walks in and eats alone ; 
Attended by the greasy black, 
Who ministers behind her bads ; 
Admires each beauty at his ease, 
And winks and grins at what he sees ! 
Now brings he in a great repast, 
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Enough to break an army's fast; 

The dishes piled upon each other, 

To save himself all useless bother ; 

Eggs, omelette, pork and unctuous steaks, 

Cold fish, stale hash, and leaden cakes ; 

Chops that a dog would faintly praise, 

And fowls that had seen better days ! 

Which, now, their useful mission spent, 

To minister as aliment, 

Immunity enjoy by age, 

like pasteboard chickens on the Stage. 

Poor Miss the knife and fork applies, . 
But all in vain each dainty tries ; 
Of this or that now takes a bite, 
But finds she has no appetite : 
No more can eat than any ghost, 
So trifles with a bit of toast. 
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12 Saratoga. 

Big Sambo wonders what 's the matter, 
And wishes he was at the platter ; 
Puzzled, that people at the Springs 
Should e'er reject such luscious things ! 

Now enters that " superior girl," 
Miss Eugenie Van Romp Van Twirl ; 
Descendant of the ancient Dutch, 
To whom great Gotham owes so much ! 
The reul old, standard, sterling blood, 
Pure as the Dons 7 before the Mood. 
Her father, old Johannes Joost, 
For forty years content to roost 
Upon an old farm-yard paternal, 
With plodding care and toil diurnal 
There, patient, tilled, just out of town, 
A kitchen garden of renown. 
There, eat his hrowt, und milked his cow, 
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Saratoga. 13 

And smoked his pipe, und kissed his vrow; 

Or if, perchance, it pleased him better, 

By way of change, would soundly beat her ; 

There, raised his cabbages and beans, 

Nor envied others 7 richer gams : 

There, also, raised betimes, a brood 

Of little people, strong and rude. 

There, frugal, stolid, dull, content, 

Beyond the busy world's ferment, 

like to a strong, well greased machine, 

Pursued his noiseless, slow routine. 

But, now the spreading town invades. 
And trespasses on rural shades ; 
Mapped out in streets his acres lie, 
Now, " Speculation " seeks to buy ; 
And soon, without or skill or care, 
He finds himself a " millionaire n I 
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Now, Mammon takes him by the hand, 
And changes all with magic wand : 
Exposes to his wondering view 
The world, so long to him perdu; 
Causes to vanish from his eyes 
His home, with all its humble joys. 
And with it, gladness and content. 
For something more magnificent. 
The revelry of wealth he sees, 
The world, with all its fallacies ; 
Now brightly, in his fevered dream, 
The castles of Ambition gleam ; 
The pomp, and £ride, and gilded show 
That tickle mortals here below. 
At " vulgar folks," then, turns a railer, 
Changes his creed, and eke his tailor ; 
Sets up his coach, his crest, his pew, 
His palace in the " Avenue ; " 
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Drops, with a stern precipitation, 
Old friend, acquaintance, and relation : 
And soon all folks of taste admire 
Jean de St. Just Von Twirl, Esquire 1 

Just loose from school and discipline, 
And anxious in the world to shine ; 
Now soaring high on Folly 's wings, 
His daughter drags him to the Springs. 
She too, is smitten with the passion 
To do all things quite in the fashion ; 
That none might ever doubt that she 
Was of the " best society " ; 
So overdoes whatever she does, 
And what she seeks to cover, shows ; 
And while at all that 7 s vulgar sneers, 
Just what she seeks t* avoid, appears. 
Her brains are small, her learning slack, 
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All that she knows is on her back ; 
And yet, if yon perchance, had viewed 
A list of stndies she M pursued, 
At Dr. Abbot's famous school, 
Yon M thonght her head of learning fall — 
Philosophy, ethic and physic, 
Geometry, the globes, and music, 
Rhetoric, crochet, Algebra, 
And calisthenics twice a-day ; 
Embroidery, physiology, 
Deportment, and Theology, 
Dancing, the harp and painting extra, 
With Latin even they perplexed her ; 
French and Italian, yes, and Greek ! 
All these, and more, was trained to speak. 
In fact, so crammed her little noddle, 
Before she well had learned to toddle, 
That sages came to gaze npon 
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This infantile phenomenon ; 

And saw in her — 't was very plain — 

A Sappho, or a Lady Jane ! 

But now, to say she 's not quite able 

The good old Multiplication Table, 

And sadly would it pose and fret her 

To write and fold a proper letter ; 

And though she had within her pate-o, 

Philosophy from Kant to Plato, 

And like a parrot could expel it, 

She 'd find it now a job to spell it! 

And though o'er foreign tongues would drone, 

Did quite forget to learn her own ; 

But others brought to such a pitch 

She hardly now knows which is which. 

With Scripture you as well might test her, 

As with Vedas or Zendevesta ; 

And though she 's learnt Theology, 
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Has mixed it with Mythology, 
And thinks them both some musty fable 
That pedagogues and parsons gabble. 
For morals, she adopts the rules 
Established long at boarding schools. 
And so, with virtues, wit, and learning, 
Beyond all common folks 7 discerning, 
With finished style and education, 
High in the world she takes her station. 

Now seated both at breakfast table, 
The Misses twain begin to babble 
Of all those intellectual things 
That make up converse at the Springs. 
Those topics abstract and refined 
That show a well developed mind ! . 
Kesults of reading and reflection, 
Of good example and direction ! * 
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" Bless me t how well you look, my dear ! 
44 I like the way you Ve dressed your h&ir. 
" Pray, don't I seem quite like a fright ? — 
44 I hope I '11 look myself to-night. 
" That cherry ribbon 's just the shade ; — 
" How do you think this dress is made? 
44 Heigho ! my nerves are all ajar — 
" How hot it is ! — Pray, how 's your Ma ? n 

44 Oh ! well enough, the doctors say — 
44 I have n't seen her for a day ; — 
" Paris, of course, that dress, my dear ! 
44 Why cant they learn to make things here ? 
" What color do you wear to-night % 
44 Yellow, I think, becomes you quite : 
44 The Dulcamaras will be there ; 
" The creatures have just come, I hear, 
44 With such a purse, and such a tandem ! — 
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"Lord! how can we poor things withstand 
'em?" 

^ To-night, a salmon tutte I wear, 
" A coral gvMomde in my hair. 
" I dress, young Demivolte to catch, 
" And make the dear, neglectful wretch 
" Invite me for the last cotillion — 
" I would n't miss it, for a million ! " 

" You saw that girl came yesterday, 
" Handsome, and rich, I heard them say : 
" But what of that ? — the thing 's no chance — 
" Her principles won't let her dance ! 
" What ! did you ever hear such nonsense ? 
" Here, at the Springs, to bring her conscience ! 
" I wonder why such creatures come ; 
" Why don't they stay and mope at home ? " 
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u JDan ditj young Dawdle has proposed ; 
" ' Tis time, 1 'm sure, that thing was closed ; 
44 What luck ! in that young minx to catch 
44 Dawdle, the season's richest match ! — 
44 Pray, did you hear that funny scandal 
44 About our friend, young Mrs. Dandle ? 
44 Mrs, McTwaddle says it ^poz; 
44 She got it from old Mr. Buzz. 
44 Of cotir&e the thing then must be true — 
44 Dear me ! what next will people do ? 
44 1 like to pick up all these things — 
44 They spice one's letters from 4 the Springs.' " 

Thus they prate on, in rattling way, 
The bubbling nonsense of the day ; 
Of petty troubles, scandal, dress, 
That make some women's happiness ; 
Eetail, with zest, each trifling news, 
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What Gossip says, what Fashion does ; 

Encore, with lively satisfaction, 

Each slanderous word, each harsh detraction ; 

Their jest — to give another pain ; 

Their highest hope — a season's reign; 

That envious rivals may expire — 

That fools may praise and fops admire. 

Now, breakfast o'er, Miss saunters out, 
And for admirers looks about ; 
Poses herself, with studied grace, 
Just in a spot — (she knows the place) — 
And there, seductive, lies in wait, 
Where men are wont to congregate. 
So, the gay semblance of a fly 
Is taught, by cunning hand, to lie, 
From noise, and Phoebus' beams remote, 
In some secluded, tranquil spot, 
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Where, in their gambols 'round about, 
Do most abound the fattest trout 
Adorned with every lively hue, 
Radiant, alluring to the view, 
The gay deceiver lies in wait, 
An easy prize, a tempting bait. 
Soon fate sends on the destined prey, 
Some finny trifler of the day, 
Some hapless noodle of the flood, 
Who thinks what glitters must be good. 
He sees the frisky tempter gleam 
Upon the surface of the stream, 
Now here, now there, in mocking flight, 
Now at his nose, now out of sight ; 
Till, sudden at the bait he snaps, 
And feels the iron in his chaps ! 
So young Sylvanus, wandering near, 
Is dazzled by the artful fair ; 
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He thinks what 's there is flesh and blood, 
And longing for some modish food, 
With gaping mouth, attempts to bite, 
Though Miss to reel 's not ready quite : 
She keeps the eager wretch at play, 
And leads him on, from day to day, 
Till, finding there no bigger fishes 
To meet her more aspiring wishes ; 
Now, suddenly becomes more sweet, 
And, presto ! lands him at her feet ! 

But who is he now lounging there, 
T^hat, yawning, greets th' attending fair ? 
Young Shadrach Smith, the broker's son — 
Great leader of the " Cotillion I w 
Not to know him is ignorance — 
The Lord of Fashion, and the Dance ! 
His daddy, none so sharp or sager, 
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Of Chatham-street once Ursa Major. 

There, twenty years, contented staid 

In that traditionary trade, 

That ever seems the favorite 

With every true-blue Israelite, 

Three golden balls he had tf admonish 

That Shylock Schmidt would lend his " monish w 

For " von ver' leetle bit per shent," 

On any thing that you 'd present ; 

Old clo\ old portraits, mourning rings, 

And all those queer old musty things 

That gather up about a house. 

For which one really has no use. 

"When, favored long by Fortune's grin, 

He 'd cheated all his reach within ; 

All minor rivals swallowed there, 

He weeps for more extended sphere, 

Whereat to solve that problem deep 
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That troubled him, awake, asleep ; 
That keeps all mortals plotting, plotting, 
Prom cradle, till the grave they rot in ; 
How easiest, best, is money thrown 
From neighbors' pockets to one's own ? 
So, listening to great Mammon's call, 
He moves from Chatham-street to Wall. 
There his great genius finds a vent, 
In wholesale gambling eminent : 
In twice five years he fortunes ten 
Had lost, and nimbly made again. 
For, well he knew that happy trick, 
To "fail" just at the proper nick, 
And, like a cat whom Fortune plagues, 
To tumble always on his legs ! 
So, o'er a loss he never frets, 
For bankruptcy pays all his debts ; 
And just to keep things tight and snug, 
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He makes his wife his money-jug. 
The same to him a rise or fall, 
And, with or without capital, 
He lives a nabob through it all ! 

Young Shadrach had no taste for trade, 
And though his Dad would oft upbraid, 
To work his aid would never lend, 
But swore his mission was to spend. 
In dress, in vices, and in show, 
He made old Shylock's money go ; 
But on the town made such impression, 
That soon he quite became the fashion. 
In favor with the u ton " he grew, 
Both old regime and parvenu ; 
And soon no ball-room was complete 
Without this youthful reprobate. 
But why so lofty a degree 
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To such low-bred inanity ? 
All others why should he excel ? 
The reason was he danced so well ! 
With gamblers oft he loves to dwell, 
What matter ? — if he dances well. 
By Bacchus half the time subdued, 
He thinks it stylish to be rude ; 
What matter ? — one cannot expel 
A man who 's learnt to dance so well. 
H\$fiat makes a woman, " belle? 
The reason is, lie dances well : 
To dance so well, and prance so well 
' Tis this makes him advance so well : 
Now every one ambitious begs 
Great Shadrach's presence — for his legs ; 
And like a painted, jointed thing 
He jumps, whoever pulls the string ! 
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Of what avail to toil and learn, 

The weary midnight oil to burn ; 

To seek to do what 's good or great, 

And manly virtues emulate ? — 

To train the laboring mind to please, 
» 
To teach the tongue its fluent ease, 

When one who 's learned to use his toes 

With pirouettes before us goes ? 

O ! Father Jove, take back to thee 

Thy erring child Terpsichore, 

Nor keep her longer from her sphere 

To play such tricks fantastic here ! 

To rule us with an iron rod, 

And make an ass — a demi-god I 

The Muse would faithfully indite 
The converse chaste and recondite, 
That supervened, both then and there, 
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Between great Shadrach and the fair; 

'T was worthy to be read by sages, 

And stereotyped for future ages : 

Such novelty of thought and diction ! 

Such logic, would have puzzled Crichton ! 

i 
Ideas of keenest penetration, 

Such vigor of imagination ! 

Such fresh originality ! 

I wish she could give all it t' ye ; 

But, gifted with but finite power, 

She must th' unequal task give o'er ; 

It worthy of some mighty quill is, 

And just the thing for N. P. Willis ! 

Suffice — that after half an hour 

Of interchange of mental power, 

Both seemed of all ideas bereft ; 

Both looked around, and yawned — and left. 
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Now how, or where, I cannot say, 
Miss trifles two more hours away. 
Her care is not time t' employ, 
But how she best may time destroy. 
A thousand things are tried t' amuse 
But ennuyte with all she does, 
Without a settled wish or aim, 
She finds that all is dull and tame. 
Nor, all this time, her parents sees, 
But goes about where she may please, 
With any one, — it makes no matter, — 
It 's now too late to teach her better. 
Besides, it 's all the custom here, 
And parents must not interfere. 
In this blessed country of the free, 
Of movement and precocity, 
No parents, as in other lands, 
Check lively maids with sage commands. 
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Here, all may seek for what they choose ; 
To blame themselves for what they lose. 
Disowning all opposing laws, 
Each, for herself, restrictions draws ; 
Follows each lively, gay caprice, 
Heedless of Wisdom's sage advice ; 
And spurning care from ancient elf, 
Gets dear experience for herself. 

But now, her morning trifling o'er, 
Arrives the great, th' important hour, 
That tests her learning, taste, and skill, 
Her woman's thought, her childhood's drill, 
Tis time for dinner to prepare, — 
The dinner toilette claims her care ! 
Again, on high, she frets and plans, 
With critic eye her wardrobe scans ; 
Selects, rejects, condemns, inquires 
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Of tired Bet, all in a breath, 

Who vows she's u worrited " to death. 

44 This dress I hate ; that one might do ; 

44 I 'm tired of that dreadful blue — 

44 Alas ! there is my fav'rite green, 

44 In which, Shad said, I looked a queen ! 

44 But, copied now by Kate De Laine, 

44 1 '11 never wear the thing again. 

44 This collar is a mile too wide, 

44 Do put the dowdy thing aside. 

44 In that red dress I look a fright : 

44 What, Betty ! would you kill me quite ? 

44 Alas ! I 've not a thing to wear ! — 

44 Now, stupid ! do n't stand yawning there ! — 

44 Oh ! what a world of trial 's this, 

44 Where troubles never, never cease ! " 

Now entering, bows Monsieur Toupet, 
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The standard artist of the day — 

The great, unrivalled potentate, 

Who reigns supreme o'er female pate ; 

"Who, while he Miss manipulates, 

Glibly the day's on dits relates, 

Or whispers, with a gallant air, 

Some lively flatt'ry in her ear. 

The artist gone, before the glass, 

Miss studies out each skillful grace, 

And if, perchance, her cheeks disclose 

Too little semblance of the rose, 

A dash of paint may well renew 

Poor feeble Nature's waning hue. 

« 
" For this," she says, " is foreign — quite — 

" What 's done in Paris must be right, 

" And, once begun, 't will do no harm, 

" With a slight shade the eye to warm ; 

" To give that soft voluptuous leer 
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44 Men like so in a Bayadere ! n 

The toilette o'er,, and Miss complete, 
With every studied charm replete ; 
All ready now to be surveyed, 
With arms exposed, and neck displayed ; 
With ribbons flaunting far and wide, 
Before, behind, on every side ; 
Like steamboat, with its flags so gay, 
All got up for a gala day ; 
She sallies forth, in dazzling state, 
To charm, seduce, and subjugate ; 
Well pleased to mark that every eye 
Is fixed upon her finery. 
Attentive swains around her swarm, 
With critic gaze survey each charm ; 
E'en Shadrach joins the admiring throng, 
And as the maiden moves along, 
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Quite moved beyond his usual phlegm, he 
Swears out aloud, " She's stimnmp — demme ! " 

Now seated at the dinner-table, 
Amid a din, 't would rival Babel, 
Five hundred hungry bodies wait, 
Five hundred throats vociferate, 
Five hundred mouths are gaping wide, 
Five hundred mouths to be supplied ; 
Five hundred tongues in ceaseless din, 
Five hundred knives and forks begin — 
To make the Babel more complete, 
And help each feeble appetite, 
A brazen band called musical, 
Blows out its thunders o'er it all 
Amid the various iloisome fumes, 
And grease that all the place perfumes, 
A hundred sweltering Ethiops run, 
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The edibles to pounce upon ; 
Impelled by eager thought of gain 
Each choicer viand to obtain, 
For those who wisely pay them best, 
But laugh and jeer at all the rest. 

Miss and her parents sit and wait, 
In hunger all disconsolate ; 
'Till Sambo, fighting all the way, 
Emerges from the Ethiop fray ; 
Bearing aloft, with anxious haste, 
Some greasy samples of the feast. 
Eager, they try the nameless stuff, 
But find it tasteless, cold, or tough : 
Then study through, with anxious care, 
The promise of the bill of fare ; 
Attempt some other bird or beast — 
Of this a bite — of that a taste — 
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In vain, the zealous Ethiop toils, 
And other hungry wretches spoils ; 
When every thing is tried, they find 
The meal at end, themselves not dined ; 
Their dinner — that great, blessed event — 
A dolorous experiment ! 
A scene of strife and empty show, 
Which folks there daily undergo, 
Because, where people all convene, 
One best may see, and can be seen. 

The dinner o'er, Miss promenades, 
Along the lengthy collonades, 
With some admiring captive swain, 
Wise as herself, and quite as vain. 
There, of her gaudy plumage proud, 
She swings before th* admiring crowd ; 
Well pleased to mark the lengthened stare, 
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The curious look, th' astonished air, 
The wonder that her charms inspire — 
And thinks that all who gaze admire ; 
And pities, with a real distress, 
"Oreatwres who do nH hnow how to dress I 

Next to u the Lake "— -m tk*hMe, 
With some half-drunken reprobate, 
Just introduced — but what of that ? 
These things you must not wonder at. 
He 's rich ! — and that his name endorses, 
And drives his own three-minute horses, 
That whirl them o'er that sandy road, 
Where all must drive to be the mode. 
And flounder through the dust and heat — 
To meet with those they just have met. 

Returned again, th' unwearied maid, 
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Within the deep piazza's shade, 

Entrenched beyond all observation, 

Enjoys what 's called, I believe—; flirtation; 

In other words, — that is to say, — 

She and a man make love, in play / 

Sigh, languish, simper, roll their eyes, 

And mumble out inanities ; 

Squeeze hands, — perhaps go farther, too — 

Who knows ? — I do n't — Pray friend, do you t 

The present age gets on so fast, 

De'il knows what it will do at last ! — 

What matter ? — since its moral sense 

Still changes with its new extents ; 

New standards of propriety 

Are given by Society r , 

Whose rule is now so wide and strong, 

'T is hard? to tell what 's right or wrong. 

Old morals, now, may well withdraw, 
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ChwerdionaMsm is the law ! 
Old sins have new significations, 
New vices old equivocations — 
But, surely, that can 't be a vice 
The world calls only a " caprice w / 
And who so foolish to suppose 
That wrong, which everybody does ! 
What once was crime, but now a jest, 
Disturbs the conscience not the least ; 
And for no sin are you disgraced, 
Provided that you sin with taste I 
For Fashion, — that great institution ! — 
To all her friends gives absolution, 
While, those she throws no kind regard on, 
Are dammed beyond all hope of pardon. 

That night, another toilette claims 
Poor tired Betty's ceaseless pains. 
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An hour or two again is passed, 
Till Miss is fashioned to her taste. 
So half her time allotted goes 
In putting on and off her clothes. 
To ev'ry other call upon *t 
The toilette reigns still paramount. 
All else must to the toilette yield — 
AmbiguQus Beauty's sword and shield ! 
That every vexing flaw conceals, 
That doubly every charm reveals, 
That covers, changes, adds, dilates, 
Renews, subdues, and stimulates. 
To those it all seems natural, too, 
Who Ve never been behind the show ; 
So let no child of Mother Eve 
For want of Beauty's weapons grieve ; 
The toilette will to all impart 'em — 
That charming " are cdare artem ! " 
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Now, in the ball-room Miss we see, 
The finest of the company ; 
Attended by an anxons row 
Of those who seek their fate to know ; 
Not for all time, but for a towr 
Upon the lively, slippery floor. 
Thrice happy is the favored swain 
Whose chance it is a waltz to gain. 
Blessed is his fate, and sweet his doom, 
With her to skip about the room ; 
Allowed her taper waist to span — 
Ah ! happy, happy, happy man ! 
To know that wondering crowds admire, 
That envious swains with grief expire, 
That he, of all Ids rivals there, 
Holds in his arms a thing so rare ! 
This, this the hour, and this the scene, 
Where Mod a reigns despotic queen ! 
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Here is her triumph most complete, 

Her sweetest joy, her high estate. 

For this, the powers of her mind, 

The faculties by Heaven designed, 

The noble functions of her brain, 

All day asleep, now wake again. 

The ball, her highest worship claims, — 

The ball, — her waking thoughts, her dreams ! 

In this she never yields, or tires, 

In this, alone, she perseveres. 

Such joys her highest hopes comprise, 

And such her only paradise. 

E'en heaven itself she would forswear 

If taught there was no dancing there. 

The village bells, with drowsy tone, 
Have each tolled out the hour — One ! 
How solemnly, each lonely bell 
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Some vigil sorrow seems to tell ! 

And with a sad and warning voice, 

To mourn while those within rejoice. 

The drooping lights look sick and wan, 

The festive crowd is mostly gone ; 

To-morrow will be Sabbath-day, 

When all good people praise and pray ; 

But still Miss Moda dances on, — 

She leads with Smith the " Cotillion " / 

What matter, if on Sabbath-day, 

Good people give their thanks and pray ? 

And go to rest and sleep betimes, 

To hear the sweet to-morrow's chimes ? 

'T were well, 't would seem, just once a week, 

Our thanks to give with conscience meek ; 

And, now and then, to recognise 

A Bounteous Giver in the skies. 

E'en should we not or praise or love, 
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Some gratitude the heart might move* 
Such tribute, e'en to men below, 
Usage polite bids us bestow : 
Then, why not be polite to Heaven, 
And thank it for its favors given ? 
But Moda cares not for these things, — 
" What ! go to church when at the Springs ? 
" To hear some droning, stupid bore, 
" Kepeat the stuff you Ve heard before ; 
" And make a horrid, useless din, 
" About each little harmless sin ? — 
44 I always hate the doleful squeakers — 
" They 're sure to bring a fit of vapors ! — 
" The Sabbath ! why, that 's well enough ; 
u Of course, of that one must approve ; 
" Though somewhat stupid, to be sure, 
44 The day one can — with sleep — endure. 
44 The thing is well enough designed 
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" For those to gaiety inclined. 
" Each wearied creature, thus repaired, 
u Is better for the week prepared, 
*• And, freshened by repose, to taste 
u Its pleasures with a keener zest ! " 

The ball, at length, like other things, 
Must have an end — e'en at the Springs ; 
But pleasure still has other schemes 
Ere yet his tribute Morpheus claims. 
Some newer follies still incite, 
And lively orgies end the night: 
Where, revelling until the day, 
She drives the drowsy god away ; 
Till, as the morn begins to pry, 
And lively Phoebus paint the sky ; 
Just as the world wakes from its dreams, 
To sparkle 'neath his golden beams, 
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With drooping eye, and aching head, 

Miss, jaded, totters to her bed. 

There, sleeps through half the following day, 

To wake to yawn the rest away ; 

And long for Monday to begin 

New scenes of folly, pride, and sin. 

Thus is her time, from day to day, 
Trifled in scenes like these away. 
Each day 's a sample of the rest, 
Her life 's by every day expressed. 
No time has she for sober thought, 
To ponder what the good have taught, 
To list to Wisdom's warning voice, 
With Truth or Virtue to rejoice ; 
From Sorrow's cheek to wipe the tear, 
The poor to aid, the sad to cheer ; 
With gentle Pity, hand in hand, 
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To walk an angel in the land ; 
To raise her thoughts beyond the day, 
And all the various future weigh — 
She has no time for all these things — 
44 What stuff to preach one at the Springs! 
44 Why, one has hardly now a chance 
44 To flirt, and dress, and eat, and dance ! 
44 Oneself now takes vp att onds time — 
44 To please oneself is sure no crime? 
Each day brings forth a new caprice, 
Each day some pleasure's new device, — 
Yet, though each whim is gratified, 
And Vanity quite satisfied; 
Though Fashion gives its high reward, 
And Fashion's children all applaud ; 
Though Fortune smiles, and Pleasure gives ; 
Though envied and admired she lives ; 
Though free from sorrow and regret, 
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She never has been happy yet; 
Onepleaswre she has ne'er pwrsued, — 
The one that comes from domg good! 

My friend, you '11 find in her a wife 
To guide and cherish you through life ! 
An ever dear companion she, 
A model of sweet constancy ! 
On such cm one you may depend, . 
As lover fond, as faithful friend, 
Trusted, and trusting, as you go 
This world and all its trials through, 
To make your home a blessed retreat, 
Where love, and peace, and gladness meet ; 
With firm Affection's gentle care 
Ever to bind you willing there ; 
Or, if abroad you haply roam, 
With weeping joy to greet you home. 
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No trifling pleasures will impede, 

No minions of the world mislead ; 

Her duty, e'er her highest joy, 

And you will all her soul employ. 

Her care the love of all to gain — 

Her grief, to give another pain — 

And, follies of the world withstood, 

Her sole ambition to be good ! 

When visited by adverse fate, 

Her love misfortune will abate ; 

Her sympathy divide each ill, 

Her smiles will keep you happy still ; 

Assiduous, with a jealous care 

Each ill to soothe, each joy to share ; 

And when your earthly path you Ve trod, 

She 'U lead you tip to meet yowr God ! 
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La Mascarade. 
X OWAKDS the decline of the long Summer's 

Along the shore far skirted by the rocks, 
With Jones I walked, familiar mine, and friend : 
Along the shore, where Ocean's restless flood 
Threw, moodily, its billows on the land, 
In melancholy requiem tone, — 
Deep bass of Nature's wild diapason I 

The great red god was dying in the West : 
All spent his lusty strength and fervent light — 
And now as o'er expiring royalty, 
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From far and near, his ministers, the* clouds, 
Gathered about their fast departing lord, 
And caught his radiance that among them all 
He threw — and robed them in a beauty once his 

own 
With crimson glowing, and with fiery gold, 
And purple, gorgeous as a fairy dream, 
They shone, refulgent, on the waning sky ; 
And gemmed with light each tree, and mount, 

and rock, 
And threw a roseate beauty o'er the sea. 

The various crowd, the idle and the gay, 
Who, as the custom, had been joying there 
The ocean sight, and, not the least, the view 
Of all each other's varied show and pride, 
Now, to the town, were wending back their way, 
In a long line, that lessened as it went, 
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Till solitude and silence, all supreme, 
Save the low, restless dashing of the wave, 
Reigned — as we there, in silence, walked and 

drank, 
Deep to the soul, the beauty of the scene. 

Then Jones — a melancholy Jaques, he, 
"Whose ever wont and love it was to view 
All things of earth as in a darksome light, 
And tincture all reflection with a shade 
Of rueful, sombre thought — 
A philosophic habit once, but now become 
A second nature, parcel of the man — 
Result, perhaps, of lone celibiate state, 
Wherein the feelings, hardened by disuse, 
No counterpoise for human error find: 
But selfishness, with morbid, critic eye, 
Finds, ever, subject matter to condemn, 
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Evil in all, and what is good in none. 
— Thus Jones: — 



" This place, and all the world 's a Mas- 
querade! 
Where you, and I, and all the rest, arrayed 
In borrowed guise, perform a motley part — 
Our mission cheating ! and our life an art ! 
— We all wear masks — and no one dare displace 
This vile disguise, now common to the race : 
The age requires it — and the age, we know, 
Is always right — at least, we think it so. 
So, on life's stage, in terror and in doubt, 
Deceiving and deceived we move about : 
Each one, in turn, the comedy recites, 
A world of actors, and of hypocrites ! — 
In greater things or less, 't is all the same, 
Deception is the rule — the chiefest aim — 
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Each one, deceived, seeks others to misguide, 
And masks are changed, but never laid aside. 

"Strange! that the more in knowledge we 

progress, 
In candor and sincerity, the less ! — 
Strange ! that none dare with Truth and Virtue 

deal, 
Unless they be too shallow to conceal — 
Strange ! that while Wisdom over Error rules, 
Veracity \$ the privilege of fools ! 

u In barbarous people, vice and wrong we find, 
More palpable, because the less refined — 
There, each shows bluntly what he hates or likes, 
And each, by instinct, rattles ere he strikes. 
Besides those common with a simple age, 
Refinement brings new vices on the stage ; 
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And with Hypocrisy and Guile, her kin, 
Reduplicates the catalogue of sin. 
For, those not plainly to the sense exposed, 
By them that fear them are the less opposed ; 
So, work their evil surely, at their ease, 
And, never checked, by multiples increase : 
Besides, like beasts, as showmen all remark, 
Become more fierce by keeping in the dark ! 
Thus, double evils in the world we see, 
Those born of nature and hypocrisy — 
And yet, to simple unobserving mind, 
There almost seems no trouble of the kind : 
Each vicious passion, though it wanders free, 
Is robed in garments of gentility ; 
Each, in disguise, pursues its baneful task, 
Each glares upon us, 'neath a silken maskl 
Soft siren music stills the adder hiss, 
As, gently, each betrays us with a kiss ! 
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" Behold ! among us, at this festive place, 
Personified all passions of our race : 
In this retreat a microcosm we find — 
A place to study and to fear mankind ! 
Yes, Sombre — many a tragedy unseen, 
Is here performed poor human hearts between : 
Dumb orators — whose play, to man unknown, 
Is watched by eye of Deity, alone ! — 
All that to man is ever giv'n to see 
Is the sad issue and catastrophe ! 
Here, all the passions, in disguise, convene, 
The revel join, and mingle in the scene. 
Masked and mysterious they glide among 
Their fellow actors in the various throng ; 
Insidiously their noxious bane instill, 
And move the human puppets at their will. 
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u There Envy, skilled her rankling wounds to 
hide, 
Moves calmly by her statelier sister, Pride. 
Here, fiery Hate, with manner kindly bland, 
Takes unsuspecting Friendship by the hand — 
His scowling features veiled with skilful care, 
Rage hisses out his simulation there — 
Here, wan Despair, in liveliest robe arrayed, 
Walks in the glare, though pining for the shade — 
Revenge there tracks the unsuspecting foe, 
And smiles upon him as he strikes the blow. 
Here, too, Remorse so ably fills her part, 
One cannot see the dagger at her heart. 
Pale Grief, reclaiming the fast swelling tear, 
Sits smiling through her hidden anguish there — 
Ambition, here, its purpose to obtain, 
Cringes to power o'er which it hopes to reign — 
Voluptuous Vice there veils its scowl obscene, 
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And bears of Innocence the look serene. 
There Malice shields its venom with a smile — 
Here flatters Hope, the better to beguile — 
There fervent Love subdues the rising sigh, 
The smile of pleasure, or the beaming eye ; 
Brings all its fury to a staid control, 
And checks with Pride the fires of the soul. 

" Whether from habit, instinct, or design, 
To simulate all more or less incline. 
No m axim is more general than this — 
Mich one objects to seem just what Tie is. 
He, often, that 's devout and good at heart, 
Plays to the world a flippant, careless part ; 
Ashamed, it seems, to practice or to own 
What's not the fashion with the sneering town — 
While they, that evil to their aid invoke, 
Borrow of Piety her sable cloak. 
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Young Sapor, when lie 's travelling abroad, 

Denies his counter, and affects the lord : 

In garb and vices all that 's foreign apes, 

His tongue forgotten, and hirsute his chaps. 

By painful show, and ostentatious glare, 

All strive to seem more prosperous than they 

are. 
Ashamed to own a simple, honest state, 
And be in mind and manly action great, 
Before all else a name for wealth they hold, 
And must be gilded if they can 't be gold. 
In a great house Parvenio meanly dwells, 
With seeming wealth and mock profusion swells : 
To outward view, his state a Nabob's seems, 
In fact a beggar's — full of shifts and schemes. 
The rich, the rich alone, he entertains, 
And pufls among them with fictitious gains : 
The whiles, Madame and he, behind the scene, 
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For very life the bones and platter glean; 
Content, if millionaires their bounty taste, 
To live on rotten remnants of the feast. 
Thus, with enough for comfort to provide, 
Their life itself 's a beggar to their pride I 

a Miss, by long study and the toilette's aid, 
Appears another thing than Nature made. 
By false contour, and heels, and paint's device, 
She seems a blooming, well-sized, healthy piece. 
Simplex, when wearied of a single life, 
Pleased with th' effect, selects her for his wife. 
The parson, now, has said that they are one, 
The feast is over, and the friends are gone: 
Lo I when he flies to claim her buxom charms, 
A mannikin ! falls, sighing, in his arms. 

" Young Peteb Pidgeon, too, desires a bride, 
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One in whose innocence lie may confide. 

4 No girl/ lie cries, 4 for me, who 's ever known 

4 The love of any creature but mine own. 

4 Give me some being, to the world a nun. 

4 Fresh as the dew, yet ardent as the sun. 

4 A heart, d'ye see, with once its virgin crop o$ 

4 Is like champagne with all the sparkling pop 

off!' 
Thus Peter — and to carry out his views, 
With vows and sighs sweet Pulsatelle pursues. 
So shy, reserved, and delicate her air, 
Poor Peter fears his passion to declare; 
Lest he should shock the gentle, timid thing, 
And roughly strike some tender female spring. 
And yet, it all is but a mask to cozen, 
For, lovers she has harbored by the dozen ; 
And, when her victim's in the nuptial noose, 
Will keep a dozen dangling 'round the house. 
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" See Sabadilla, in her well-stuffed pew, 
A saint and vestal to the outward view, 
Perform with ready zeal each sacred rite — 
How sweetly good ! how gracefully contrite ! 
Lo! when she opes her mouth, and rolls her 

eyes, 
Sweet incense seems ascending to the skies ; 
She heeds her book, and never looks around, 
And when at prayer, quite grovels on the 

ground. 
Who 'd ever think, her saint-like face to scan, 
She came to church to meet a fav'rite man ? 
That, all the c forms' with decency observed, 
She thinks her soul is safe, and Heaven served ? 
That being good, at stated time and place, 
Will bring for every dereliction, grace ? 
In church and converse, she seems passing good, 
The devil vanquished, and the world withstood ; 
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Pride, worldly thought, and Vanity above, 
And all her soul confirmed to heavenly love. 
Who M think her piety a selfish pride, 
Herself t' exalt, and fav'rite faults to hide ? 
Pervading not each daily thought and deed, 
And nothing deeper than a standard creed? 
A mere assumption of superior good — 
The mind's pretence, and not its habitude ? 
Of holiness she loves to preach the beauty, 
Yet violates, in turn, each social duty ; 
A wondrous license to herself extends, 
Yet, looks with horror on her erring friends ; 
Her faults, she thinks, are means sweet heaven to 

win, 
And Scripture finds a plea for ev'ry sin. 

" Politeness, if it was, has ceased to be 
Benevolence and Christian courtesy, 
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And is, at best, genteel hypocrisy ! 

Its highest mission now seems to conceal 

TV antipathies that each for each may feel ; 

To varnish over every social lie, 

To give a cheap and hollow sympathy; 

To vap'ring words the force of deeds impart, 

To give in flourish what we lack in heart ! 

To make us babble when we Ve nanght to say, 

When gay be stolid, and in grief be gay ; 

To bear with creatures that we should despise, 

Look grave with fools, and trifle with the wise. 

The social simper has usurped the place 

Of a frank, open, natural face ; 

And lest Society for truth proscribe, 

We grin and chatter, like the Simian tribe ! 

" Yes ! — as the various ranks of life we scan, 
Deception marks the character of man : 
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And Truth — an outcast — ridiculed, suppressed, 

Our life, travestied, is by art expressed. 

The sly coquette seems simple Nature's child, 

The termagant a creature soft and mild ! 

My loving mistress will her faith uphold, 

By jilting me to marry aged gold ! 

This honest man, so high in name and place, 

Betrays my trust, and cheats me to my face ; 

Making his glaring virtue a device 

To keep from view a profitable vice. 

My friend, with kindly protestations rife, 

Will shoot me cold, or steal away my wife ! 

This sleek, bind man 's a devil in disguise, 

That one a fool, though ranking with the wise — 

This wretch, that looks so poor, and begs so 

hard, 
Is but a miser, adding to his hoard. 
By stealing brains, the Grub-street man exists > 
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And dunces walk with owls on their fists ! 

The demagogue, to gain his proper ends, 

A patriot's fire and interest pretends. 

Reformers always have an end in view, 

Quite other than the good of me and you. 

Corrupted Justice to the world seems blind, 

But keeps an eye for subsidies behind. 

Vain upstarts, taught their blunders to conceal, 

Usurp a dignity they do not feel. 

In skin of lion figures many an ass, 

And wolves, as lambs, among the lambkins 

pass I 
'Mid such disguises and deceitful show, 
In such a world ! what can plaindealers do I 
In vain, would they 'gainst all the world pro- 
test, 
In vain, would seek the current to arrest, 
So — learn a part, and juggle with the rest. 
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u Hypocrisy, essential to our lives, 
E'en after life triumphantly survives. 
Her services are sought for dying bed, 
Her eulogies delivered o'er the dead. 
Lo ! where Mephiston, gasping for a breath, 
Reluctant yields his battered hulk to death ; 
A lengthened life of wickedness achieves, 
To offer Heaven what the Devil leaves : 
Assumes the saint, and says, ' In this, in this, 
4 My friends you'll find the only happiness.' 
His Mends around admire his happy state, 
His life so gay, his death so fortunate. 
Yet should grim Death, like tiger at his play, 
Seem, for a moment, to have crept away, 
Let Hope but put her prism to his eyes, 
To trick his soul with colored fantasies ; 
No more he calls on bounteous Heav'n to save, 
But stops to sport with bubbles o'er his grave, 
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And all forgot the joys of Paradise, 
Between his spasms lays new plans for vice. 
At length, when cheating Hope no longer lies, 
He sails away, triumphant, to the skies — 
i He dies,' they say, 4 by att respected' — which 
In plainer language, means that he died • rich ' / 
Though worldly ^oods he cannot take along, 
They 're still of use the humbug to prolong : 
They 're useful still to get a spurious name, 
And cheat his kin to buy posthumous fame. 
His charity, now for the first time shown, 
Embalms his name, and awes the gaping town ; 
Pale Elegy is hired to give its sighs, 
And o'er him marble tells its standard lies. 

" Though be our arts by others not believed, 
How often by ourselves are we deceived ! 
No easy task is it for Wisdom's ray 
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light to the self-deceiving to convey ; 
To pierce the clouds of vanity that roll, 
In sluggish volume, 'round the cheated soul ; 
To drive rank Error from its ancient seat, 
And battle Pride within its dark retreat. 
Seldom does Truth, save by divine command, 
Dispel the mists and show the barren land. 

44 But hark ! what dreadful sounds are those 
that rise, 
To wound the ear and wake the sleeping skies ? 
Is Pandemonium of its daemons purged, 
And all their fury on the earth enlarged ? 
That here, in horrid discord they unite, 
To peal their orgies to offended night ! — 
Alas ! my nerves ! — ah ! ah ! — yes, yes — I see — 
This is our * House,' and that the gong for tea/ 79 
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SHARON. 

Les Confidences. 

Euphrasia. 
JlIOW softly now, throughout the evening 

haze, 
The moon sheds down her radiance on the earth ; 
As bright and placid she as at her birth, 
When Nature sang in infancy of praise. 
Yon clouds but pass before her silver sheen, 
like fleeting visions o'er a careless mind, 
They leave no lowering shade behind, 
To veil in gloom her brow serene. 
Not so, alas ! the sorrows that invade 
Once peaceful, now my sad tumultuous breast ; 
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They pass not, but in brooding volume rest 
And o'er my being throw enduring shade. 
Sad, sad indeed, to me will ever prove 
That fatal moment when — alas ! we met; 
Ah ! can Eugenio now so soon forget 
Those sacred vows of constancy and love ? 
But see ! — Walzinda, ever sprightly maid, 
In solitude, there walks the silvered green. 
She, in the dance that ever first is seen, 
Why seeks she now Night's melancholy shade ? 

Walzinda. 
Come, dear Euphrasia, e'er my bosom's Mend, 
Confiding sharer of each rising woe — 
A greater grief^ a greater sorrow know — 
Ah! that this night my life and grief might 

end ! — 
For, me no longer does the dance invite, 
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Delicious waltz, nor yet the staid quadrille ; 

For me let Music ever hence be still, 

And dimmed the flowered ball-room's garish 

light. 
Me, now, no longer can the festive crew 
Allure to Fashion's mockery of joy ; 
Deep griefe now all my constant thoughts employ, 
Adolphus ! my Adolphus, is untrue ! 
Ah ! let me weep my pain to Night and you — 
Adolphus ! — yes ! — Adolphus is untrue ! 

Euphrasia. 
Cease, my "Walztnda, cease these childish 
tears, 
Thine is a grief that lingers but a day, — 
Mine, mine the woe that passeth not away ; 
That binds the soul e'en through eternal spheres. 
A facile heart like thine from grief rebounds, 
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Some newer joy will check the starting tear, 
Some newer passion will thy bosom cheer, 
While mine still rankles with Love's hopeless 
wounds. 

Walzinda. 
T was at the Alley — a four-handed match — 
That first I met the dear deluding wretch ; 
That smile seductive — that bewitching eye — 
Methought, a god descended from on high ! 
"What manly vigor, what alluring grace, 
Set off each limb, and sparkled in his face ! 
What sweetest words fond memory recalls 
He whispered me, when handing up the balls ! 

Euphrasia. 
T was Monday fortnight, in the afternoon, 
'Neath the Pagoda's shade I sat alone ; 
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Listening, at times, in dreamy, pensive mood, 
To the brass band that woke the silent wood. 
Ecstatic music filled the languid air, 
All nature breathed harmonious incense there ; 
All nature seemed my pensive soul to move, 
And all my being was attuned to love. 
Passing that way, he chanced by my retreat, 
And, courteous bowing, near me took a seat : 
I knew him not, but felt our souls were kin, 
And soon unwonted fires stirred within. 
Silent we sat, 'till Betty Loveall came, 
Presented us, and fanned the rising flame. 
When the hour came the Doctor to obey, 
And take my sulphur — (I take six arday) — 
I went to where tV unsavory water flows, 
Reluctantly, to gulp my evening dose — 
Lo ! he was there — he handed me the glass, 
With air empressi and a smiling face ; 
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With answering smiles, I gulped the nasty 

stuff; 
For the first time I had not half enough ! 
He handed more, I drank it all the same ; 
Cold water gave but fuel to my flame ; 
Cold water love's enkindling medium proved — 
Yes, my Walzestda, yes, I drank and loved ! 
Till envious Nature, not enduring more, 
Bade me in mercy to herself give o'er. 
Oh ! blest prerogative of recent love ! 
That can all things to its sweet purpose move ; 
That colors all with its own roseate hue, 
That can offensive things with charms endue ; 
With soft illusion banish every ill, 
And 'mid misfortune keep us happy still ! 
With sweetest savor this all earth perfumes, 
And gives a relish e'en to sulphur fumes ! 
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Walztnda. 
When in the floating waltz, the waltz divine ! 
His hand, with softest pressure, grasping mine, 
One arm embracing all my yielding form, 
Both hearts with youth and kindling passion 

warm; 
What thoughts tumultuous heave my panting 

breast, 
Thus to his side in fond endearment pressed ! 
What mutual dreams of ecstacy and love ! 
As 'round the room in harmony we move. 
In vain, in vain, Terpsichore now calls, 
Farewell ! ye matmees, ye hops, ye balls ! 
Away, ye joys ! ye pleasures, all depart ! — 
I cannot dance with daggers in my heart 

Euphrasia. 
At Farmeh Swift's, last week he gave to me, 
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By way of compliment, a rustic " Tea." 
From the hotel, the guests, en tete-a-tete, 
Philandered slowly to the Farmer's gate. 
Upon his arm, as I enraptured hung, 
Iist'ning to flatt'ry from his honeyed tongue, 
"We talked of earthly bliss — of spheres above — 
Music, congenial tastes, and then— of love ! 
He quoted Temttbok, and General Morris, 
And he was Philemon and I was Doris ; 
And wished, in some romantic shepherd's hut, 
The world and all its vanities forgot ; 
He there might, with a kindred spirit^ prove 
The endless pleasures of a mutual love. 
When at the table, 'mid surrounding cheer, 
Silent, he sat, with sad, abstracted air ; 
The various dainties of the festive board 
Tempted in vain, and all in vain allured. 
In vain the flapjacks nimbly move around, 
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All smoking hot, with maple syrup crowned I 

Pot cheeses, all in vain, their charms display, 

And rustic sweetmeats in a long array ! 

Soft sentiment seems from his soul to rise, 

And all the lover trembles in his eyes. 

" He loves ! ApoLPHus loves ! " I inward cried ; 

"He loves! Adolphus loves ! w my heart replied : 

My panting bosom all my joy confessed, 

Too happy, then — ah ! too supremely blest ! 

Returning home, beneath the silvery moon, 

He made his thoughts, his hopes, his passion 

known; 
Swore that his faith was fixed, his heart waa 

true, 
And all of that — what could poor woman do ? 
Quite overcome, I shared his new-found bliss, 
And sealed our scena with a mutual kiss ! 
Has he forgotten all that rapturous hour ? 
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Is holy love to perish as a flower? 
Is there no faith ? — are sacred oaths in vain ? 
Are we but playthings of the creature, man ? 
Is this the passion that they call divine ? 
Gods ! — was it love ? — or was it only wine t 

Walzdtda. 
Thrice and again he sought and led me out, 
His favored partner at last evening's rout. 
Each hapless maid my happier fate admires, 
And burns desponding with invidious fires. 
Me, he preferred, and chose above them all — 
Queen of his heart, and envied of the ball I 
The revel o'er, the last gay dancer gone, 
In the piazza's shade we walked alone 
The various lights were out, the people fled, 
Poor dear papa had grumbling gone to bed ; 
In vain mamma had begged me to retire — 
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What parent's voice can check a lover's fire ? 
Too long I Ve had my own peculiar way, 
To care for what e'en tender parents say. 
When false Adolphus told me of his love, 
My yielding heart could not his flame reprove ; 
I, too, confessed to him the rising joy, 
I, too, was captive of the archer boy. 
But me he loved, he swore, with many a vow, 
And other things — I can 't remember now ; 
Then, burning lips were planted on mine own, 
And, for a time, our thrilling souls were one ! — 
Thus was I won — thus rashly I believed — 
For the sixth time thus trusting and deceived ! 
That night I dreamed the wedding-day had come, 
That day of eager maids' expectant doom. 
I dreamed of bridal presents and corbeiMe, 
A snow-white poplin, and a Brussels veil ; 
Unnumbered gifts, shawls, dresses, laces, plate ! — 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



88 Sharon. 

A pew at " Grace " I — a diamond set complete 1 
Dear old papa had given me a house, and 
Eich uncle Job had settled a thirty tfwu6<md" \ 
Pure orange blossoms nestled in my hair — 
The veil was fixed by Baptbte's skilful care. 
No toilette of the year could rival mine — , 
I looked — in short, they said, I looked " divine " ! 
Four modish bridemaids waited by my side — 
You, dearest, led them, and the rest outvied ; 
Of fifteen pieces was the band composed — 
A thousand flowers their fragant sweets dis- 
closed; 
Dear Dr. Tatlob came the knot to tie ; 
Delmonioos the nuptial feast supply : 
The radiant sun bespoke a future bliss, 
With beams prophetic of our happiness — 
Yes ! Heaven itself seemed smiling on th' affair, 
And — all the fashion of the town was there ! 
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What could be more exquisite, sure, than this 
Long looked-for dream of earthly happiness ! 
Ah ! crdel fate, to make such joy supreme, 
But the vain wanderings of disordered dream ; 
To bid that wished-for hour, that blessed estate, 
In the harsh light of morn evaporate. 
Just as Adolphus, by divine command, 
Took in his own my trembling, yielding hand ; 
Just as the Doctor, in his quavering tone, 
Rolled up his eyes, and said that we were one I 
Mamma, alas ! loud knocking at the door, 
To breakfast called — and all my dream was 
o*er! 

ElJPHEASIA. 

See there- — Eugenio, to his faith untrue, 
To a new love his perjuries renew. 
Another maid, Flibitlla, claims his love — 
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See ! — see them wandVing to yon cedar grove — 
A weak, pretentions, meddling, silly flirt- 
Vain as a peacock, as a monkey pert — 
This the great grief — this the severest sting — 
To be deserted— for — for snch a thing I 

Walztnda. 
Walking with rich Cbcesilla, tete-drtete, 
See there, too, where Adolphus, the ingrate, 
Courts the poor fool, her money to obtain — 
Can riches thns make perjurers of man ? 
A stiff^ affected, stupid, ugly minx — 
Dull as an owl, and torpid as a sphinx ; 
Without a spark of life — a decent feature — 
What can he see to like in such a creature? 
Life's now for me a sorrow and a jest, 
Its scenes I loathe, its pleasures I detest — 
No joy, no love, no hope, is left me now — 
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Med is each hope, as broken every vow. 

Euphrasia. 
Ah ! let me seek some lone sequestered shade, 
Some blessed retreat, where man cannot invade : 
There let me find in solitude relief, 
Forget my woes, and banish all my grief. 
Come now, thou gloom of melancholy night ! 
Come, ye dread shades ! — ye horrors infinite ! 
Envelop me in all your dunnest folds — 
Shut out the earth, and all the joy it holds ; 
Let gladness cease, let desolation come — 
Let the surrounding heav'ns be hung in gloom ! 
Let the pale moon refuse on earth to shine, 
And quenched the lustre of yon orbs divine ; 
Let the whole world of furies be the home — 
Let moonshine fail, and flowers cease to bloom ! 
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Walzdtoa. 
Let there be no more balls, or dancing more, 
Let music cease, and revelry be o'er ! 
Let horrors dire o'er all the town prevail — 
Let Maillabd close, and mighty Stewabt fail ! 
Let Brown turn hermit, let Grace Church fall 

down! — 
Let Harper hang, and Mr. Neblo drown ! 
Let Croton water and the Banks suspend! — 
Let women all in jealousies contend ! — 
Be frightful taxes on the town imposed ! — 
Be the Fifth Avenue by earthquakes closed ! — 
Let every maid a crabbed spinster pine ! 
And every spark a celibate decline ! 

Euphrasia. 
" But, dearest sweet, see there — see there ! I 
pray, 
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Behold ! the young Db Jobsons come this way ; 
The young Db Jobsoks, from abroad returned, 
In every grace and newest fashion learnedr 
What though their Pa sat crossJegg'd on a board, 
The frugal wretch knew snugly how to hoard; 
Pinched himself through a life of toil and pain, 
That lively youth might riot on his gain ; 
Not Pedigree, but Mammon leads the van, 
And money-bags now constitute the mom I 
Besides-^-three years of best Parisian polish, 
All stains of pedigree will soon abolish — 
A foreign air is worth a sea of blood, 
And puts e'en tailor's sons quite a la mode. 
They 're said, indeed, to be quite vicious wretches, 
But one must not be captious with such matches. 
Riches and Fashion make that but a jest, 
Which in another would a sin attest: 
It is not every day, besides, my dear, 
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One meets with fifteen thousand income, clear ! 
You take Augustus — Peteb be my care, 
Summon your smiles, and for the fight prepare. 

Walzinda. 
Ah ! dearest friend, they come quite a propos, 
With two such beaux, so rich and comme Ufaut, 
We Ve sure to be the envy of the house — 
Ah ! that I had him in the nuptial noose ! 
A double house, with stone facades, of Course, 
Maecottb should furnish from the creature's 

purse; 
A coach and horses prancing at the door — 
A lovely ball-room, with mosaic floor — 
A seat at Newport — every night a dance ! — 
Twelve bonnets yearly from delightful Prance ! — 
A trip to Europe, when I'm tired of home ! — 
Four dear King Charles 
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Euphrasia. # 

Hush ! here the creatv/res come ! 
Now Cupid, now is the propitious hour — 
Assist us with thy sweet insidious power ! • 
If but these two rich chances we obtain, 
Our time <b not lost — the Season *s not in vain ! — 
Compose your features — here at length they 
are — 

Walzinda. 
Oh I for a moment now to Jh my hair I 
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